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six years now, ever since I first came fo Hawaii, a 
twenty-year-old malahini; a newcomer with the South Seas in 



his eyes and the soft rustle of hula skirts in his ears. Contrary to popular fiction, 
the islands aren’t the paradise where coconuts and manna drop right out of heaven, 
into your hammock. And dumb mainlanders who dream of lazying in the sun are 
doomed to a rude awakening ... or starvation. ■ It was Hilopupuli who first felt sorry 
for me. Who shook me awake and said, in his happy lingo: "Whatssamara you, boy? 
You wanna stay’in island? You gotta get mo' smart. You gotta operate. You gotta 
move, wiki-wiki!" ■ “Wiki-wiki?” I asked like a silly haole. 

"Quick-quick, man. Like the mahimahi. Like the dolphin-fish spreading himself 
around the sea. You-me ... we gotta live. You mo' better gonna find some job.” 
That's how I came to the pier that lays under the shadow of the old Aloha tower, 
and how I first learned to work a boat, to hook the marlin, and to swim wiki-wiki 
through life-just like the mahimahi. Through Hilopupuli's understanding. 

The haoles, the mainlanders, think life's easy in the islands. They read the 


“Don’t you like girls, 
captain?” she asked. 
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Miss Huppler 
had long 
ceased to tug at 
her skirt— her 
knees showed 
and he 
appraised them. 


The 
spirit 
of the 
thing 

by B. L. Barrett 

The sun was nearly down and the 
sky blazed. The sea was gold, the sand J, . 
was pink, the palisade was violet. A 
gnarled finger ol rock probed the sea 
like a jetty, glinting here and there from 
caches of salt. 

A small, stilted shack with a 
surfboard propped against it stood near 
the palisade. Vernon Sundquist, supper dishes 
in hand, paused in its doorway to admire 
the view. 

He was a coral-colored man (the color Melville 
somewhere called "of the toucan's bill"), 
with the blanched, calloused knees of a veteran 
surfer, and a beard trimmed to two dainty points. As 
the sky began to lade, he carried his lew dishes 
down to a tide-pool and scoured and 
rinsed them, squatting on his heels with the 
aplomb ol a caveman. Then he went out 
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(part III conclusion) 

pornography- 
in the eye 
of the 
beholder... 


by Don Dwiggins 
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Lei day in Hawaii... 

A Swinging History of the 
/ Sandwich Islands From 
Captain Cook to Governor Burns 

Paul Diizel 


“Boat Day" is a big lei-day in Hawaii. 
It always has been and it always will 
be. ijp On that day when the Mat- 
son's famous Lurline rounds Dia- 
mond Head and edges along Waikiki 
Beach, catamarans, canoes and 





sporting boats of all kinds put out 
from Honolulu to welcome the vis- 
itors. sjP The sporting boats are 
loaded down with professionals; 
professional ukulele, guitar and bass 
fiddle players; professional hula 


dancers, and most of all, professional 
greeters loaded down with armfuls 
of leis. (There was a day-which we 
will shortly describe in somewhat inti- 
mate detail-when Hawaiian sport- 
ing boats were filled to overflowing 
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Extreme Left; Geri Hoo, in a pink bikini, needs no 
comment. So enjoy. Opposite: Proving that 
Germany's loss was Hawaii's gain, Margo 
Mehling enhances the beauty of a lavish Honolulu 
home in a simple, native kimu. Above: The U. S. 
Navy captures two comely prizes— but only for an 
afternoon. Geri and Margo (alas!) had booked 
passage for the “outer islands," and were due to 
leave that night. Sometimes travel can be a 


DEADLY 

GENTLEMAN 











The Other Islands 
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Right: Again Margo. This time in a hidden nook 
far from the tourist route. Where? You mo' 
bettah find out. Below: More unusual scenery 
from the sparsely-inhabited, seldom explqred 
"other islands." Such lovely spots abound with 
jungle apples, papayas, bananas and varieties 
of wild orchids. Below-Right: The dying art 
of net-tossing is observed by our wahines who 
decided to dress for the occasion. 









If Geri and Margo seem lo display an affinity for cool ponls the- reason 
should be obvious : travel makes a girl feel hot and dusty. Not sound 

Hawaii had so many hidden nooks with waterfalls . 
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CONNOISSEUR'S JULY COMPANION 
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It looked extremely rocky for the Melville nine that day. 

The score stood at two lowerings, with one lowering yet to play, 

And when Fedallah died and rose, and others did the same, 

A pallor wreathed the features of the patrons of this Game. 

A straggling few downed-oars to go, leaving behind the rest, 

With that hope which springs eternal from the blind dark human breast. 
They prayed that Captain Ahab's rage would thrust, strike, overwhelm! 
They’d wager “Death to Moby!” with old Ahab at the helm. 

But Flask preceded Ahab, and likewise so did Stubb, 

And the former was a midget, while the latter was a nub. 

Behold! the stricken multitudes in silence pent did swoon, 

For when, oh when would Ahab rise to hurl his dread harpoon?! 

First Flask let drive a gaffing hook. The wonderment of all! 

Then much-despised Stubb’s right arm brought blood and bile and gall! 
But when the mist had lifted, Ishmael saw what had occurred: 

Flask stood safe in the second boat, while Stubb clutched to the third. 
Then from the gladdened whaling-men went up a joyous yell, 

It bounded from the tidal hills and echoed in the dell, 

It struck upon the soaring wave, shook Pequod’s mast and keel, 

For Ahab, mighty Ahab, was advancing with his steel. 

There was ease in Ahab's manner as he stepped into his place. 

There was pride in Allah’s bearing and a smile on Ahab’s face; 

The cheers, the wildest shoutings, did not him overwhelm. 

No man in all that crowd could doubt, 'twas Ahab at the helm. 

Four dozen eyes fixed on him as he coiled the hempen rope, 

*I\vo dozen tongues applauded as he raised his steel, their hope. 

And while the writhing Moby ground the whale-boats with his hip, 
Defiance gleamed from Ahab’s eye, a sneer curled Ahab’s lip. 

And now the white-fleshed monster came a-hurtlirfj! through the air, 
While Ahab stood despising it in haughty grandeur there! 

Close by the sturdy harpooner the Whale unheeded sped— 

"That ain’t my style,” said Ahab. 

"Strike! Strike!" Good Starbuck said. 

From the longboats black with sailors there uprose a sullen roar. 

Like the beating of mad storm waves on a stem and distant shore: 

“Kill Starbuck! Kill the First Mate!" shouted someone of the band. 

And it's likely they’d have done so had not Ahab raised his hand. 

With a smile of Christian charity great Ahab's visage shone, 

He stilled the rising tumult and he bade the Chase go on. 

He signalled to the White Whale, and again old Moby flew. 

But still Ahab ignored it. Ishmael cried, “Strike! Strike, man!" too. 
"Fraud!” yelled the rebel sailors, and sea-echoes answered, “Fraud!" 
But one scornful glance from Ahab and his audience was awed. 

They saw his face grow pale and cold, they saw his muscles strain, 

And they knew that Ahab’s fury would not pass that Whale again. 

The sneer is gone from Ahab’s lips, his teeth are clenched in hate. 

He pounds with cruel violence his harpoon upon his pate, 

And now old Moby gathers power, and now he lets it go. 

And now the air is shattered by the force of Ahab’s blow! 

Oh, somewhere on the Seven Seas, the sun is shining bright. 

The hornpipe plays yet somewhere and somewhere hearts are light; 

And somewhere teachers laugh and sing, and somewhere scholars shout. 
But there is no joy in Melville-mighty Ahab has Struck Out. 


Ahab 

at 

ftk® 

Helm 

by Ray Bradbury 

With apologies to 
Herman Melville 
and the 
illustrious 

CASEY AT THE BAT, 


KING 
OF THE 
SURFERS 

by Joe Brennan 






during King David Kalakaua’s reign (1874 


legendary Bernice Pauahi Bishop. History 

in height and weighed some 300 pounds. 
This giant of a man was one of Hawaii’s 

When Duke Kahanamoku came into his 
teens shortly after the turn of the century, 
he contributed handsomely to reviving the 


taekie. His skill and courage fanned the 

Islands even in those years, and they took 
delight in observing Duke’s spectacular 
rides on the long, glassy, sloping waves. He 

and 100-yard dashes. He performed the 


to accept tliVrccordrd dockings; they were 
simply too implausible. Collections were 

duplicated his feats in from of enthusiastic 



against the Aussics’ best and showed them 
a scintillating brand of swimming such as 

and they treated him royally. 

Their wonderful natural surfs fired up 

and introduced the art of surfing. With 
building, and left them a heritage which 





Those 

Irresistible 

Wahines 

Today, Hawaii’s melting pot 
of races is evolving the 
islands’ population into 
what may one day become 
the most beautiful group of 
people on this earth. Mix- 
tures of Japanese, Hawaiian, 
Chinese, French, English, 
German, Portuguese and 
Filipino have produced some 
of the beauties on the follow- 
ing pages. Hurrah for 
evolution! 

LEFT: Lovely Pat Lauderback, 
RIGHT: The beauty of Hawaii, 'per 








OPPOSITE PAGE: Wahine of the Flowers, from Hilo, 









KAPLAN 




2,000 YEARS OF TV 

ERV KAPLAN &? 


)ICk ROBBINS 


Egyptian mythology tolls of a bird which lives for i 
period of time until it consumes itself in flames 
then rises anew from its own ashes. This strangi 
bird is the Phoenix. -»> We respectfully submit that 
Television is the Phoenix of The Arts. ..that T\ 


performances, indeed no recollection by n 
- it ever existed. •»> By a stroke of good forti 






SPIRITS 
OF THE 
ISLANDS 















by George Stevens 

Dining at home in Hawaii occurs as frequently in the 
tropical gardened patio as the dining room. You can 
expect poi and Luau pig, or cubed pork with salted fresh 


and I wouldn't even guess how Island chefs make wild 
plum sauce. □ To go with the main dish you'll have 
fried rice and peapods with water chestnuts, both of 
which you can find in a super market, or at least your 
friendly Chinese market. □ And for that main dish 
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WHO IS THE CONNOISSEUR? 

Although to some he'll remain a mystery forever, certain signs instantly reveal him to the educated 
observer. Sophistication, of course, is one unmistakable hint. Superlative tastes in food, drink, clothes 
and entertainment are others. □ The connoisseur isn't simply a man. He is a cultured, rounded human 
being. He has seen the world— or at least some of it— which gives him that enviable savoir faire. □ Can 
he dance or ski? Quite likely, if he feels like it. He very probably also boats, flies and follows other 
fascinating sports. Does he smoke? Drink? Only because he enjoys it, not because he feels compelled to 
prove anything to others. This quiet independence is just another hint of his hidden strength and 
maturity. □ We find that he gives parties, changes autos and clothes styles more often than ordinary 
men. In a word, he is a doer and a buyer— a connoisseurof living. This may explain why he loves music 
—and plays it only on the finest Hi-Fi equipment or tape recorder. □ Yet. in making his life delightful 
our connoisseur must determine for himself how it will come about. Connoisseur's World can only 
present contemporary living on his level— then he decides what is for him and what isn't. □ This is 
why Connoisseur's World is his magazine. It is tailored for the connoisseur by connoisseurs. 

(omoiSseursWorld 



Jose Cuervo Tequila 
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